noisy Oriental reception, with the discordant
blare of brass and the trumpeting and salaaming
of elephants, but he was taking a precaution with
regard to the safety of "our person", as Lord
Curzon used to say. And this appealed to us
much more than pomp and panoply. He was
having our food prepared by his own chefs, just
to make sure that no one put a knockout drop
in it. The doctoring of food has been by ixo
means an uncommon occurrence at the Afghan
court in the past. An attempt was made to
poison in this manner a late Amir, Habibullah
Khan, when he was a child. His enemies finally
made a complete job of it by assassinating him
in 1919. Even Niam Shah, wise fellow, always
prepared his own meals. Although of the same
race as the ruling tribe in Afghanistan, Niam
Shah was a free man from unadministered tribal
territory, paying tribute to neither the Amir in
Kabul nor the British raj in India, and he was
just about as liable to be looked upon askance as
we were.

After revelling in the wholly unexpected
luxury of a shower-bath, with which we removed
several layers of desert, we retired, wondering
what surprises the next day held in store for us.